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down,, as it seems, for ever. He had
studied Spenser's book and approved of it,
as we know, finding, doubtless, his own
head there, for Spenser, a king of the old
race, carried a mirror which showed kings
yet to come though but kings of the mob.
Those Bohemian poets of the theatres were
wiser, for the States that touched them
nearly were the States where Helen and
Dido had sorrowed, and so their mirrors
showed none but beautiful heroical heads.
They wandered .in the places that pale
passion loves, and were happy, as one
thinks, and troubled little about those
marching and hoarse-throated thoughts
that the State has in its pay. They knew
that those marchers, with the dust of so
many roads upon them, are very robust
and have great and well-paid generals to
write expedient despatches in sound prose ;
and they could hear mother earth singing
among her cornfields :
" Weep not, my wanton !   smile upon my
knee;
When thou art old there's grief enough for
thee."